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Ormuz merely to have a look at him. Princes sent painters
to bring his portrait back, and crowds of admirers thronged
the fortress door daily, begging to be let in for just one peep
at the great man.

Albuquerque was not often seen outside the fortress works,
but when lie rode into the town, it was positively embarrass-
ing. An enthusiastic crowd turned out to dog his steps.
They pressed around, and struggled to get near. When he
roiuocl In his horse to let them come near, there was great
joy. They gathered by his side to gaze at him, they addressed
him elaborate harangues chanting his praise, they presented
him with gifts and kissed the hand stretched out to take the
offering. Never had his triumph been more complete.

But Albuquerque was dying, and he knew it*